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e The Siren’s Bones: Part One inher first installment, 
Cybele Moon tells a magical story that includes her original artwork. 

e My Love Trinana Peach contributes a romantic poem of 
sunbeams, morning dew, and the joys of a summer day. 

e Listening Drover Mahogany finds new meanings with the 
shuffling of a few letters, all to thought provoking effect. 

¢ When Iggie Met Sally Giving us just a brief glimpse, Cat 
Boccaccio reveals a complicated world. 

¢ The ALTernate Wedding |s marriage right for Art Blue? 
If not for him, what about one of his several alts? 

e | Tried to Be a Bond Girl Jullianna Juliesse pens a hilarious 
poem the pits reality against our wildest dreams. 

° Shapeshifter’s Demise RoseDrop Rust muses about a 
shapeshifter stuck in mid-shift. Hate when that happens. 

e Entering the Valley of the Flowers Chris Mooney-Singh 
captures the remarkable beauty of an early morning walk. 


¢ Honor Thy Father and Mother We welcome Teisha Parx, 
who tells a brief but exquisite tale of honor and gratitude. 


About the Cover: wWyald Wooley 
is an artist whose work is full of exuberant 
passion, capturing moments in time that 
burst into our brains. The movement, the 
rhythm, they're depicted in all their glory. 
Miles Davis gets her attention in this vibrant 
piece, part of a series of musicians. Visit her 
gallery, Wyald Wooley Art, if you can. 


“And the people stayed home. And read books, 
and listened, and rested, and exercised, and made 
art, and played games, and learned new ways of 
being, and were still. And listened more deeply. 
Some meditated, some prayed, some danced. 
Some met their shadows. And the people began 
to think differently. 


And the people healed. And, in the absence of 
people living in ignorant, dangerous, mindless 
and heartless ways, the earth began to heal. 


And when the danger passed, and the people 
joined together again, they grieved their losses, 
and made new choices, and dreamed new 
images, and created new ways to live and heal 


the earth fully, as they had been healed.” 


Kitty O’Meara 
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ntroduction: Wherein the little 
mermaid questions the great 
shape-shifter: 


“How does one shed their skin and 
become human?” she asked the great 
shape-shifter. "The last time I tried to 
go ashore the dogs howled most 
frightfully and drove me back into the 
sea.” 


“IT dont know how it happens,” he 
replied. [t's not a pleasant experience 
at all to feel your pelt peel back and to 
emerge in terrible spasms - but, oh! 
The freedom of having two legs to run 
with abandon on the shore - not as 
fluid as diving into the foam, nor as 
powerful as cresting the wave of 
course - but strangely exhilarating 
nonetheless. It was where I first came 
to understand the power of desire. And 
yet the surf will always call you back 
home, so you must leave your skin in a 
safe place where the gulls and carrion 
creatures cannot worry it. 


"But mostly, beware of men. They are 
the most cunning and deceitful of 
God’s creatures. Their whole lives are 
consumed by desire. You must remain 
vigilant, for if you lose your skin or it 
is stolen, you can never return to the 
sea and you will eventually waste away 
with grieving.” He sighed, “But then 
perhaps it is different for the mer folk." 


1. 


On that relentless wave of the final 
contraction a baby girl was at last 
delivered. She was still inside the 
amniotic sac and when the midwife 
broke it open she flopped out like a 
tiny porpoise. The nurse said a caul 
birth was a sign of good fortune and 
indeed she was a beautiful child at first 
glance. Outside, the wild Atlantic 
storm had finally broken and when the 
infant was taken to the window for a 


closer examination, the sunlight glinted 
on her wet hair like green gold. It was 
then observed that three fingers of her 
otherwise perfect little right hand were 
webbed..... 


Inspired by a trip to Point No Point 
(for those who like stories - and/or I 
hope you enjoy the pics that inspired 
it!) 


2s 


Fiona, sat down on a log exhausted, 
her voice hoarse from calling her 
daughter’s name. Where could the girl 


be? Her eyes narrowed as she saw a 
storm coming in from the North. She 
knew the child loved stormy weather. 
Even as a toddler she had always found 


a way to escape the confines of the 
cottage where they lived close to the 
loch*. The girl could be as wild as a 
wave flinging itself against the shore, 
and as mysterious. Then there were her 
eyes. Those eyes reflected the deep 
heart of the ocean and seemed to shine 
with the light of a submerged moon. 


Fiona’s husband, the Captain, named 
their baby daughter Muireal which 
well suited her, and as years went by 
she had grown into a bright eyed, 


inquisitive creature. Nevertheless, 
during those early years they knew 
something was not quite right with her. 
In spite of the constant chatter of the 
two older boys who included her in 
their games and told her stories, by the 
age of five, Muireal had still never 
spoken a word though her hearing and 
comprehension seemed unimpaired. 
There were times she would suddenly 
stop whatever she was doing and 
intently stare out to sea with her little 
head cocked as though she was 
listening to something that was 


inaudible to everyone but her. In the 
morning light as Fiona put out the 
wash she sometimes saw her standing 
on the dock in quiet attention. 


Wind from the South (by the 
Chieftains, beautiful Celtic piece!) 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Tz 
X6TKWI30k 


Yet, there was nothing dull or slow in 
her affect, and neither the country 
doctor nor, for that matter, an expert 
associate from the city were able to 
find a cause for her silence. Their 
official diagnosis was that the child 
was mute possibly due to some shock 
received, either before or after birth, 
though what that could have been no 
one would say and so it remained a 
mystery. Muireal quickly learned to 
speak with her hands using a type of 
sign language but when Fiona looked 
into her daughter’s beautiful eyes she 
felt that in them lay the true 


communication trapped just below the 
surface of a dark green sea. 


The slightly webbed fingers of her 
delicate little right hand were never a 


hindrance to Muireal as she picked up 
stranded star fish, tiny crabs and other 
gifts from the rocks and tide pools. She 
hung wind chimes of gannet skulls and 
seashells at the garden gate. She was a 
collector of small bird bones and like a 
spaewife* of old she would often take 


them out of her little pouch and throw 
them, examining their fallen positions 
as though she were scrying. Afterwards 
in her own private ritual she would 
stand up and raise her fingers as if in 
blessing or perhaps it was just to feel 
the direction of the wind. 


One day the Captain brought home an 
ancient bone flute from his travels. 
Muireal was infatuated with it and 
insisted on keeping it in her pocket as 
she went about her daily chores and 
explorations. Soon after, on moonlit 
nights the hollowed bone began to sing 
unknown melodies from some far 
shore. Everyone within earshot would 
stop and listen when she played but the 
haunting sound gave Fiona a strange 
unease. Muireal’s future was a worry 
to her now that she was getting closer 
to the bloom of womanhood. Some of 
the villagers and fisher boys were 
afraid of her and Fiona was also afraid, 
not of the child, but because she, 


herself had carried a secret all these 
years. It was while her husband had 
been away at sea and before her 
daughter was born that something very 
out of the ordinary had occurred. 


3. 


Fiona’s husband was more often away 
at sea than he was at home. One night 
during the season of high winds and 
gales a stranger came to the door. It 
was a man with the sodden look of 
someone washed up on a beach after a 
ship wreck. His great sea coat was 
tattered and his hair hung down over 
the collar. He asked if he might take 
shelter and so, Fiona’s older son, 
Hamish (Hamish is anglesized for 
Seamus in Gaelic, meaning James) 
showed him to the enclosed shed 
where a few cows and sheep took 
refuge at night. Fiona later brought out 
a wash basin and some clean dry 
clothes that belonged to her husband. 
He took them gratefully but did not 
answer when she asked him how he 
came to be traveling on such a night. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oZ 
1QW404NpI 


At the house, Fiona reassured herself 
that her husband’s pistol was within 
reach in the hutch before sending 
Hamish to fetch their guest to the 
kitchen. As they sat down at the table 
she was surprised to see that he was 
very handsome in a darkly brooding 
way. When asked his name, he 
hesitated a moment, but then replied 
“Duff,” (comes from Dubh, meaning 
dark) and looked up expectantly as if 


awaiting approval of the appellation. 
Fiona’s boys, usually so talkative, were 
quiet during supper. They all seemed 
spell bound and sensed something both 
disturbing and strangely fascinating in 
Duff's appearance and odd demeanor. 
His intense eyes fixed everyone in their 
gaze and his posture was alert to every 
sound and movement. Afterward he 
thanked them and took the bed 
coverings that were offered. Fiona 
watched him walk toward the 
outbuilding and locked the doors 
before retiring to bed. During the night 
the wind died down and they heard 
singing coming from the shed. It was a 
strangely captivating song full of such 
longing that it sent an echoing shiver 
into the intimate depths of her. 


The next day she saw he had let the 
sheep out to graze. He later came to the 
back door with peat for the fire and 
some shellfish to prepare. In that 
moment Fiona realized how much she 
missed her husband. 


By nightfall the weather had worsened 
again. The storm howled through 
Fiona’s emptiness and somehow it 
came to be that she found herself 
delirious and in the arms of the 
mysterious Duff. His skin tasted like 
the salt sea and she felt as though she 
had been caught in a fierce undertow 
while the surf filled her hollow bones 
with wild song. The sound of a rushing 
wind inside her ears drowned out 
everything but the distant cries of a 
lone gull, or perhaps it was her own 
voice that she heard. 


In the morning the storm had broken. 
The sun came up and the stranger was 
gone. Her husband’s clothes and the 
bed coverings were all neatly folded in 
the wardrobe. Everything now seemed 
hazy and elusive, and Fiona wondered 
if indeed any of it had happened at all. 


She inquired in the village if there had 
been news of any vessel that might 
have run aground in the bad weather 
but none had been reported. Two 
weeks later the captain returned at last 
and within the month she knew she 
was with child. Fiona and the boys 
never mentioned the visitor who had 
not been seen again since that time. It 
was as if they all had dreamed the 
same dream but Fiona knew that the 
baby growing inside her was very real. 


If the Captain was ever in doubt as 
to Muireal’s paternity he never voiced 
it. In spite of the child’s impairments 
and odd behaviours he doted on her as 
did her two older brothers. There was 
such a wild sweetness in Muireal’s 
demeanour that captivated all their 


hearts. Of course she was never 
sent off to school like the boys. Fiona 
preferred to keep her safe at home and 
away from any cruel stares and 
ridicule. 


On Sunday mornings the Captain’s 
family often had the church pew all to 
themselves during service. The village 
women worried that the  child’s 
webbed hand and muteness might be 
contagious especially if any of them 
were with child, themselves. No one 
knew if Muireal’s afflictions had some 
darker aspect and so as is often the 
case in small communities, much 
whispering and speculation took place 
in the village. Eventually 
Fiona stopped taking her daughter into 
town. Any teaching or bible readings 
from then on were done at home 
though Muireal continued her rather 
unchristian like rituals of arranging 
shells and bones and gesturing to the 
wind and waves. It was at this 
time that Muireal’s life began to take 
on a new dimension. 


TT gh 


One day when the younger boy Donal, 
was about to go off to school his trunk 
was mysteriously emptied of all his 


clothes and books. They were 
discovered scattered behind the sheep 
shed but by that time Donal had missed 
the sailing from the island to the 
mainland. During that particular 
crossing a terrible storm came up 
suddenly and blew the small ferry off 
course. It was dashed against the rocks 
and sank. Some passengers drowned 
and the island was plunged into 
mourning. 


After that, Fiona began to look at 
Muireal in a_ different light. 
Everywhere and in everything 
conceming her daughter she sensed 
veiled messages whose meaning 
somehow eluded her. 


During the summer when they would 
take their little boat out on the loch, 
teams of harbour seals would suddenly 
gather and swim around and under the 
keel, their heads bobbing up and 
down in playful greeting. Muireal 
would laugh and bend over the 
gunwale so far it looked like she was 
ready to dive into their midst. Her 
brothers would hang onto her skirts 
to pull her back. Then there was the 
music. Whenever Muireal played her 
flute out on the rocks, the following 
day the fishing would be very good off 
the nearby point. Word traveled around 
quickly in a small community. Fiona 
didn’t know if the secret or 
circumstance of Muireal’s birth was a 
miracle or a curse but whatever it was 


it had begun to haunt both her dreams 
and waking hours. 


One warm August evening, at twilight, 
on the night of the shooting stars 
Muireal was nowhere to be found and 
didn’t answer Fiona’s calls. Filled with 
a momentary panic and premonition 
Fiona searched outside and_ finally 
found her lying on an old tarp at the 
bottom of the garden. When Muireal 
saw her mother she ecstatically pulled 
her down to lie beside her. Leaning 
over and putting her webbed fingers to 
her lips in a wisht* motion she then 
cupped her mother’s ears in her small 
hands, all the while looking up into the 
unfurling curtain of the night sky. 
Though no word was spoken a small 
voice inside Fiona’s head seemed to 
say “listen mother! can you hear them? 
the stars are coming out!” In that 
little gesture everything came together 
in clarity and Fiona understood 
everything. She folded her 
daughter into her arms and holding 
back a sob whispered, “Where are you 
going my sweet child?” and where 
ever it was, Fiona now knew that she 
would not be able to go with her and 
protect her, and her tears fell like 
burning stars. 


Summer eventually became autumn 
and one night when the boys were 
away at school and the Captain 
had gone into town to meet with 
friends Muireal suddenly got up from 


her chair by the fire and began to set an 
extra place at the table. Fiona removed 
the setting but Muireal very 
purposefully put it back again. Just as 
they sat down to eat there was a knock 
at the door. With great apprehension 
Fiona answered it and was blinded for 
a moment by the full moon rising up 
from the clouds. A man stepped out of 
the shadows and though years had 
passed she gasped in recognition. Duff 
had returned. 


ailein duinn (dark-haired Alan) 


https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=o 
Mv_3YnlYOo 


IERPSICQRPS HRTWERKS 


Come seek me where the morning sun 


Peeks into green-leafed glade 
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Listening 


rover Mahogany 


those lyrical memes absorbed 

in our collective soul 

‘People hearing without listening" 

by poignant lament counterpointed 

‘But my words, like silent raindrops fell 
And echoed in the wells of silence’ 

seek instead that different form of silence: 
"Hear my words that I might reach you' 


'‘listen' contains the same letters 
as the word ‘silent’: 
so speaks the prodigal pianist alfred brendel 


for a word to be spoken 
there must be silence 

before, and after: 

the translucent ursula le guin 


here my nexus follows: 
the word 'silence' 
transposes to ‘license’ 


to the contrasts ineluctable— 

of pleasure with pain 

boredom with excitement 

the play of light against darkness 
to all life bound in death— 


add to those zen dualities: 

make hearing a license self-given 
to listen raptly 

to others' sound in silence 


When 
Igsie 
Met 
Sally 
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ggie had her baby on July 17, 
and it was immediately 
apparent that Iggie was not the 
father. The child had very long, 
straight brown hair and its tiny baby 
features were snugly concentrated in 
the centre of her face, which reminded 
everyone of someone else... but who? 


We had them over for dinner again to 
admire the new addition to the family, 
and it was Celia, torn away from her 
iPhone long enough to examine the 
wee thing with a critical eye, reached 
over her, smoothed her soft hair into a 
part, then snatched Uncle Fred’s 
glasses from his face and posed them 
over the little face. 


All eyes turned to Uncle Fred, who 
turned an alarming shade of magenta, 
then to Aggie, who immediately took 
the baby up to nurse, and finally to 
Iggie, who was idly clipping his chest 
hair with my mother’s favourite 
sewing scissors. 


He looked up, unalarmed. He was used 
to people staring at him and had given 
up trying to figure out why. He smiled 
and waved, then set the scissors on the 
coffee table. He picked up a magazine, 
and proceeded to rip out the pages, one 


by one, leaving them in a neat stack on 
the cushion beside him. He looked up 
once, to glance meaningfully in the 
direction of the kitchen, indicating he 
was ready to fill his belly. 


My mother, who had turned pink in the 
face too, gratefully hustled into the 
kitchen where the Crock Pot roast 
needed no attention at all. In fact, we 
all threaded our way around the 
furniture in a long, windy, single line 
like a regiment of ants, into the kitchen 
to join her. All except Iggie, Aggie, 
Uncle Fred, and my father. 


We could hear my father’s low 
baritone, humming soothingly, and 
Uncle Fred’s less sedate squeaks, 
coughs, and something that sounded 
like Gregorian chanting. My mother 
told me to get away from the door and 
mash the potatoes, which was usually 
Uncle Fred’s job, though the consensus 
was he mashed them too much, making 
them gluey. I was determined to have 
fluffy mash, and dedicated my full 
attention to it. 


Julia poured herself another glass of 
white wine. “Who else would have 
him?” she said, and my mother told her 
to hush, even though, if you thought 


about it, it was true. 


Uncle Fred had meticulously parted 
and gelled brown hair, hardened into a 
helmet, and he wore an abundance of 
Old Spice cologne because, we 
suspected, he had an aversion to 
bathing. He was very white and prone 
to sunburn even in the winter. He 
didn’t like animals and we had to lock 
Charlie in the basement whenever he 
visited, because he pretended to have 
an allergy. He had a lot of alleged 
allergies, including versions to 
poppies, asters, rayon, acid-free paper, 
dish soap, chain link, and Chapstick. 
Almost everyone had caught him 
watching porn on my father’s laptop, 
because he was afraid to access it at 
home in case “they” could trace it back 
to him. He wore white sport socks with 
leather loafers. Uncle Fred’s political 
leanings shifted regularly to the 
opposite of what everyone else 
thought. He believed he was a good 
debater, but he had no true beliefs. 


Well, nobody’s perfect. 


Iggie was surprisingly and profoundly 
disinterested in the fact that Aggie and 
the baby would now move in with 
Uncle Fred. If you looked back, you 


could see their relationship had been 
troubled for a while. Iggie had stopped 
taking Aggie’s hand and putting it in 
his lap a long time ago. Aggie had 
stopped licking his face when she felt 
amorous. Perhaps it was inevitable that 
they would drift apart. The stresses of 
moving to a new town and to an era far 
different from the Pleistocene Epoch 
could strain any relationship. 


The landlord of the apartment that 
Iggie and Aggie had called home 
wanted to torch the interior, and 
possibly the entire building, but my 
father convinced him the place could 
be salvaged, and called on his friend 
Ernie McMurphy to come and do the 
drywalling and carpet installation at no 
cost to the landlord, since the damage 
deposit had barely begun to cover the 
necessary renovations. 


So Iggie needed to find a new place, a 
bachelor pad, and my father called on 
one of his ex-students, now a real 
estate agent, Sally Bonaparte, to help 
Iggie find an unfurnished studio 
apartment on the ground floor with 
room for a fire pit outside. 


It was love at first sight. 
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The 
ALlernate 


“The ashes of the avatars 
burned by their control units 
could fill entire volcanoes.” 
Arno Panacek 

[translated by Google] 


"Le temps est un grand maitre, dit- 
on; le malheur est qu'il soit un maitre 
inhumain qui tue ses éléves." (Time is 
a great teacher, but unfortunately it 
kills all its students.) 

Hector Berlioz (1856) 


oday I will have 

another wedding. 

Long gone are the 
days where you have been 
someone special by being 
married more than twice. 
You may not even 
wonder much about being 
married three times. Men 
of action like Tom Cruise 
have chosen wisely: Mimi 
Rogers, Nicole Kidman 
and Katie Holmes. Men 
of politics you know 
followed his footsteps. 
You may ask what about 
men of the arts? Surely 
they must hold the 
records, but it is not so. 
The record goes to a 
Baptist minister who 
lived in California, a land 
of strong beliefs in the 
Bible. 


Glynn Wolfe holds the all-time record 
I am about to top. He was married 29 
times. He died in 1997. At that time 
there was no virtual world running. We 
speak of real reality, real love, real 
marriages. I am about to extend reality. 


No longer virtual shall stay behind 
reality. Glynn Wolfe’s — shortest 
marriage lasted 19 days, and his 
longest lasted eleven years. He was 


monogamous, so to top him, I must 
stay this way. Being monogamous. 
Being a man of superb good looks and 
of outstanding manners, you feel this is 
utterly impossible and thoughts of a 
work-around crawl up. Don’t do this. 
Do not create second Avatars! As a 
man of logic, I agree that by using an 


ALT for each marriage, you could 
truthfully say, “I was never married 
before,” but this results in bad karma. 
It haunts your soul. Every soul needs 


to rez. You know this. No matter if you 
wear a mesh body with a Catwa head 
and Omega appliers, a system body or 
being Bakes on Mesh, you need to rez. 


Soulrezzer 


Some readers may remember the time I 


created the Algebraist in a hull of 

frozen ice and twelve moons 

circulating around. If you are not one 

of them, I give you the original cut to 
sneak into the text of Jan 
M. Banks. 


Capture This: 
https://youtu.be/ZxSpDRfZ 
Yek 


Every Avatar who wanted 
to teleport up to the moons 
to see the art placed inside 
the moons exploding had 
to pass the Soulrezzer. The 
Soulrezzer is watching you 
and has kept files on you 
since this world was 
created -- on the seventh 
day the Bible says. All 
your lives. Each ALT you 
run the IP address you are 
using to enter the world the 
Soulrezzer lines up to your 
new name. The Soulrezzer 
is smart code, so no Hide 
My Ass IP changer helps. 
At the end of days your 
soul weight will be shown 
to everyone you ever met. Take your 
time to settle your mind by watching 
the Soulrezzer in action. 


https://youtu.be/VjBJCKrCG3g 


You saw the box the Soulrezzer holds 
in hand. You saw the storage. You saw 


reality. Why you still don’t believe? I 
know - - because it scares you. All the 
chats, all the IMs logged in the box. 
That is a fact, called Homeland 
Security. Since Edward Snowden we 
know it, but who does believe 
in a traitor? Julian Paul 
Assange got the tag criminal. 
For his political doings? No, 
of course for something 
different. Of course. Shame 
on him that he calls for 
asylum. It seems there is 
some help on the horizon. The 
Washington Post published on 
February 19, 2020 that if “Mr. 
Assange ... said Russia had 
nothing to do with the DNC 
leaks,” President Trump will 
pardon him. Time for some 
tunes to get all the stuff 
washed away from blocking 
your mind from the important 
things. After you are back 
from listening to Christina 
Perri - A Thousand Years - 1 
tell you the ways I am about 
to break the record. 


https://youtu.be/rtOvBOTyX0 | § 
0 


White 


Everything starts when you head to the 
Guinness Book of Records with 
research. A marriage shall and must 
conform to the Bible, right? Out of 


personal reasons, I want to keep my 
doing in the worlds of Art. This way is 
the most challenging. On the other 
hand, there is a saying I like to quote. 
“Art is mainly a political act.” This 


totally 


Aft. e alta a 
word goes to the founder of the 
Santorini Biennale, Kikos 
Papadopoulos. So is the number of 
marriages really a point? The President 
of the United States of America is 


surely a person one can look up to, 


right? In actual times of course, not 
looking back in the Middle Ages 
where everything was possible. I speak 
of the number of marriages, of course. 
He holds the high score for a President 


Ware la aire ‘ . 
making a nation great again. Quite a 
fish to fry. I don’t question love. But 
(and there is a but), we need to sort it 
out. Best to bring natural voices to this 
by words spoken in the Iowa caucus. 


Capture This: 
https://youtu.be/mV1CkKDWUel 


oe iy 


doy but | think that we 


This short interview brings us to the 
point: “We have been not around when 
the Bible was written.” 
Right, that’s research I like. 
There was no virtual world! 


You may know by now that 
my brain runs faster than 
anyone’s brain on Earth. I 
have the solution already in 
mind, but I must fill the 
pages. The new concept of 
reading. It is called Capture 
This. So capture this: Pete 
Buttigieg is gay and 
married. Once, I shall add. 
He is only 38, so there is 
a time left for a record. Jami 
§ Mills always tells me that 
rez Magazine is _ not 

3 political, that I must address 

all readers equally. Left, 
Right, Green. The other 
colours, of course, not to 
miss. So I assigned Neruval 
the colour white. This is the 
finest wedding colour of all. 
. Never heard of Neruval? 
A “ This is right now an 

advantage for you, dear reader. The 
other ones, knowing the facts, knowing 
the secrets of life, I mean of course the 
Bible, will have no laugh about it; they 
know already. White. How to dress 
Neruval in white? What gown will it 


be? What paparazzi will catch the 
secret first, will make the shot of the 
future bride in a dressing room? Will it 
be Focus, Kultivate, Eclipse, rez 
Magazine making the run? Sorry. No 
one will make it! Neruval is a white 
owl, a snow owl, so this goes as a free 
ride. No endless shopping, 
going from Matrayoto to Sink 
Leg, CatHeaf, Aftermessy or 
BankingOnBodies. Never 
heard of these brands? Of 
course not. That would be 
product placement. What I can 
say is that there is no need for 
Neruval to become a fine 
bride by checking demos, 
adapting alphas, changing 
HUDs and enduring all the 
endless posing. I will marry 
Neruval, the owl on my 
shoulder. I know, I know. You 
object and you object a lot. 
How can a man marry an 
animal? Please, relax. Relax. 
Do you really know that I am 
a man? I am Art and we know 
Art is mainly a political act. 
And Neruval is Art. So we are 
of the same gender in a way. 
At least in a way. The problem arises 
when you see that I am real Art and 
Neruval is artificial Art. My brain 
differs from the brain of Neruval. The 
owl runs on nano cycles, I run on 
milliseconds. That’s a huge difference. 
Can such a marriage work? Luckily, 
Neruval was around when I created the 


Bible, so we shall be safe on this. 
“What?” you say. “That’s a lie. You 
did not create the Bible!” you shout. 


I never would lie to you. You will not 
find one reader of rez Magazine calling 
me a liar and being able to give proof 


of this. The Sand Bible is full of stories 


only an artificial intelligence can 
handle. The Busy Beaver Theorem was 
solved by Neruval. The beavers have 
been running on Halt when gigging in 
the Libyan Dessert for the Holy Glass. 
The scarab of Tutankhamun is made 
out of this Glass. There is no natural 


explanation of this fact. The only 
hypothesis left is that the stone is from 
another world. All to read in the Bible, 
the Sand Bible, the New Bible going 
by the name Not Sand, Not Sound, 
published by Traveler 3326 in 2017. 
That’s an ALT of me, you know. Not 


married, just to be clear on this. David 


Bressan, science editor at Forbes, 
confirmed in 2019 that the Sand Bible 
is right. I don’t understand why he 
needed two years for this. Maybe he 
runs on seconds or even on minutes? 
That’s a huge difference to me, 
running on milliseconds, you know. 


Die Welt, one of the leading magazines 
and most accredited papers in 
Germany, published in November 6, 
2018: “Das Material eines Skarabaus 


aus dem Grab von _ Pharao 
Tutanchamun k6onnte kosmischen 
Ursprungs sein. Die These passt zu 

dem Fund, dass_- ein 


Prachtdolch des K6nigs aus 
einem Meteoriten gefertigt 
wurde.“ The line translates 
by Google as follows: “The 
material of a scarab from the 
tomb of Pharaoh 
Tutankhamun could be of 
cosmic origin. The thesis fits 
the discovery that a 
magnificent dagger of the 
king was made from a 
meteorite.” You — slowly 
become a believer, I can feel 
this. The 
Interdenominational Divine 
Order reaches out to you, no 
longer being a myth. But as 
often a deeper insight goes 
ahead with more challenging 
problems. That’s another 
reason why Capture This 
was developed. The human 
brain is not ready for condensed facts 
when not being on drugs. Help is on 
the way. I call Substance-D to upload 
your brain close to my level. 


Capture This: 
https://youtu.be/QNZeA4KbyDo 


Wittgenstein 


With a heavy dose of Substance-D, we 
may face together another field of 
problems challenging every exact 
thinker like you and me (in demented 
times, of course). This makes thinking 
hard. If you are a regular reader of rez 
Magazine, you know my 
ways with Wittgenstein. His 
insights are not made for 
reality, they are made for 
virtual worlds. He was far 
ahead of his time. 
Wittgenstein, for example, 
thought it was central to our 
having the concepts of color 
that we do, but he says that 
“we do not want to find a 
theory of color ... but rather 
the logic of color concepts.” 
He goes deep into questions 
of transparency and_ the 


concept of whiteness. 
Words we do now 
understand. We have 


transparency at hand. We 
all know to handle the 
sliders for objects in total 
and for faces of them. We 
set the slider on textures from zero to 
100 percent and the effect happens on 
objects. They go transparent, semi- 
transparent, fluid in perception. Holy 
cow. What a technology! Let us listen 
to a review on Remarks on Colour, a 
book Wittgenstein wrote in 1950. It 
was published in 1977. Words by Nat, 


a contributer in goodreads, who claims 
to be an ape, may help to understand 
the Mastermind: “While there can be 
transparent green glass, or red glass, 
there can't be transparent white glass. 
Whereas transparent green glass makes 
almost everything behind it look green 
(black objects continue looking black), 


including white objects, what effect 
would transparent white glass have on 
the appearance of objects behind it?” 


No wonder that I tease the 
Wittgenstein Society by having the 
Wittgenstein domain. Such a domain is 
virtual real; it is bridging worlds. I 


made my thoughts up for an offering. 
If I am supported to write the Tractatus 
Rez in the recently restored cottage in 
Norway where Wittgenstein has 


written the Tractatus Logicus, then I 
give them the domain. The discussion 
of the travel costs to Skjolden, located 
at the 


innermost arm of _ the 


Sognefjorden, is ongoing. Maybe I get 
a grant for a TP? Of course I gave all 
these thoughts and questions to 
Neruval running on nano. Douglas 
Adams would have said, that Neruval 
had the answer to my question before I 
even could fathom it, the question. 
This said, I got the no-go from 


Neruval. Neruval will not marry me! I 
asked why. A lack of love? No way. 
The logon credential I share with 
everyone who loves me. What is then 
the problem? The problem is The 
Blacklist. Neruval says. In episode 
number 61 - Mister Solomon - we 
learn that a valid marriage needs an 
ordinated Minister. “There 
is no one around,” Neruval 


says, “who meets your 
requirements.” I did not 
Capture This. Do you? 
Neruval says, “The 


requirements stated in the 
Bible for a priest.” I nod. It 
takes not much to know that 
the world we are in is full 
of sinners, liars, freaks and 
fake artists. I have to admit 
it. I say to Neruval, “... but 
I always said that my 
performances are not real. 
When I played my death in 
Code64 in Space, J said that 
resurrection is on its way 
...” Neruval’s answer hits 
me. “You are the 
exemption!” We all may 
need proof for that I am the 
one, the Chosen One. Let me add two 
videos to your playlist so you can 
enjoy reading and listening to the 
tunes, if you have a big screen, at the 
same time. 


Capture This: 
https://youtu.be/wtA-hbzOh1Q 


Capture This: 
https://youtu.be/tBFjbDbXCug 


Gosh, this insight hits me, being the 
exemption means that I must become 
the ordained Minister! A minister of 
the Holy Church must 
be immaculate, must be 
true to his believes. The 
ones being married can 
get a rerun, but 
nevertheless they trust 
in the eternity of this 
Holy happening, The 
Wedding, outperformed 
by me - - by me! This 
fact is a matter of logic. 
A marriage can’t work 
if the wedding is 
performed by a sinner. 
It does not need to be 
brought in as a 
question, but I did and 
Neruval nodded. I 
looked deep into the 
eyes of the owl. “How 
can I marry you? Is 
there a work-around?” 
The eyes of the owl 
widened, as in Blade 
Runner. You know such a link I can’t 
skip, it is a must to make, this moment 
is too important. Our love shall not be 
lost like tears in the rain. The owl, 
faster than my eyes could produce 
tears, says, “There is a solution.” You 
know my math processor runs on 
milliseconds, so the Mathematics of 


Tears are against me and the solution 
caught me on dry eyes. I got my senses 
back and said: “Tell owl.” Neruval is a 
bitch, you know, coded at a time when 
I did not understand the Bible in full, 
so the answer is not really a surprise 


for me, “Why shall your readers know 
this in the March issue? Better you 
place an advertisement in rez Magazine 
and let Substance D play to your 
wedding. This will result in Raining 
Avatars. You know how much Juliette 
likes to get her gallery full.” I laughed 
and shouted at the same time to the 


owl, “By the Prim Gods of Kobol. 
What a lame end. An ad as a closure 
will not work. Jami does not like to 
give free ads. There needs to be some 
substance at the end of a story in order 
for me to get a free one.” 


Life and Energy 


There is a problem I spared for the end. 
“Of course, I know,” I said, when I get 
the thoughts of the owl. I have not 
reached the minimum word count for a 
fine story. The owl shakes its head and 
lets me wait, then he tells me the 


problem. “You are not ordained,” 
Neruval says, and waits for me so my 
slow processor can follow. He says, 
“The Blacklist.” 


I open the screen Neruval points to and 
I see it. The First Church of 
Life and Energy dot com 
offers an online service to get 
me ordained as a Minister. 
That’s a fact, watched by 
over 10 million on NBC and 
on Netflix. “I shall get a fast 
track on this,” I say. Readers 
of rez Magazine know that I 
became one on my fights 
with the Vatican, leaving 
traces of Blood in Rome, a 
Monsignore of the One Man 
Church. I am qualified. I 
have a website “One Man 
Church dot com” that shall 
help to get me ordained until 
the next issue is out on 
kiosks. The owl, reading my 
brain, points to a detail in the 
episode. “Oh,” I said. “Let 
me google on this ...” Conan 
O'Brien, Ben Cumberbatch, 
Ian McKellen, Lady Gaga, 
McCartney, Stephen Colbert, 
will be my 
colleagues, having done this before. “I 
will be not unique!” I shout to the owl. 
“Wait,” Neruval says, “That’s what the 
ad in rez Magazine is for,” and hands 
me the script. 


Paul 
Richard Branson 


The Play 


Let me print some lines 
from the script so you see 
that the Singularity is near. 


Neruval looks at the bride. 
“She looks dead to me.” 


Minister: I told you, life will not be 
easy with her. She runs on 
milliseconds and you on nano. One 
year for her is an hour of your life. 


Neruval: Can I resurrect her at any 
time? 


Minister: As long as you are married, 
you have the right to press the button. 


Neruval: And if I change my gender? 
One hour for me is a long time. 


Minister: The First Church of Life and 
Energy dot com runs an equal gender 
policy. 


Neruval: Let’s press the button! 
Tuba mirum 


Right in the moment, I have read the 
last line of the script, “Time is a great 
teacher, but unfortunately it kills all the 
brides,” a door opens and 210 singers, 
the minimum amount that Hector 
Berlioz requests for performing his 
masterpiece, are on stage. And as if 


this was not unbelievable 
enough, on a _ mainland 
supporting only 42 avatars 
magically the sounds of 
Grande Messe des Morts - 
Dies irae — [the Day of 
Wrath] - Tuba mirum airs 
and the play starts. 


https://youtu.be/x VpHTeScovk 


Wondrous sound the trumpet flingeth; 
through earth's sepulchers it ringeth; 
all before the throne it bringeth 
Death is struck, and nature quaking, 
all creation is awaking, 

to its Judge an answer making 

Lo! the book, exactly worded, 
wherein all hath been recorded: 
thence shall judgment be awarded 
When the Judge his seat attaineth, 
and each hidden deed arraigneth, 
nothing unavenged remaineth. 


One comment says: “This is purely 
amazing for me. And what I like the 
most is that there was no applause at 
the end and no bows. That was 
Grande.” 


You find a recording of the full 
Requiem running for over 80 minutes 
at 


https://youtu.be/6cFwAcKxAvQ 
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FARE PE 


Are you free of 
ALTs, not have 

been married more 
times than you 
secretly posted to | 
me in IM? 


COMING|SOON 
IN A THEADRE 
ge | 
NEXT TOMOU 
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The AlTernate “\ 
Wedding 


Ines 


I Tried to Be a Bond ( 


Jullianna Juliesse 


OES 


I tried to be a Bond Girl. 
Last night— 
Slinky black dress, diamonds, a hint of cleavage, the bold red lip. 


I tried to be a Bond girl, 
To smile, make small talk replete with scintillating innuendo. 
To smile and pose, just so. 


I tried to be a Bond Girl. 
Until my shoes hurt and my spanx made the slow roll downward. 


It was tiring, holding my breath, 
And my midsection in. 


I left it, and the whole business of being fabulous 
To the professionals. 


Shapeshifter’s 
Demise 


By RoseDrop Rust 


Stuck in mid-shift he had found, 
he could not be any other at all, 


He lost his disguise in a sound, 
and caught his facade in a wall. 


For his power to fit anywhere, 
had slipped away and was gone. 


Left with what ever was there 
He was unable to please anyone. 


He froze in the spot and expired, 
when his spots he could not rearrange. 


He died of being alone and too tired, 
when he found he could no longer change. 


poe 


ww! 
ay 


ontering the Tilley Of the Howes: 


By Chris Mooney-Singh 


Another path where feet obey, 
another way of slate and lime, 
a winding track from yesterday, 
a quickstep walk to sunrise time. 


The circling of a bird of prey 
and tail-less rats on grey moraine 
that hope to keep their fur today; 
a gasp of air when feet complain. 


The Pushpawati River's spray, 
each footbridge step -- a crunch, a sound byte. 
Approach the flower pass today 
and step across into the light. 


Teisha Parx 


Honor Thy Father and \ 


He walks down the narrow hallway, his slight frame 
silhouetted by the light coming through the window at the 
end of it. He carries a clementine and a cup of water. The 
fusuma, or sliding panel, makes a low rumble as he works it 
from left to right. He kicks off his slippers and enters the 
tatami mat room. In the corner there’s a butsudan, or large 
mahogany shrine, going from floor to ceiling with a square 
blue pillow on the floor in front of it. The slotted folding 
doors of it are open revealing a small blue and white ceramic 
bowl filled with sand, a box of thin sticks of incense, a small 
package of thin white tapered candles, and a small brass 
bell sitting on a tiny cushion of alternating red and green 
panels with gold stripes in between. 


Above those items sits two small color photographs in black 
frames. One photo is of a serious looking gentleman with 
gaunt, high cheek bones, ashen skin and dark brown eyes. 
In the other an older woman with a round face, thinning gray 
hair, age spots, and a slight smile on her face peers out. She 


Aother 


is the spitting image of the man kneeling be 
places the fruit and the water on the ledge of 
lights a stick of incense, and quickly waves it in t 
to extinguish the flame. The scent of the smoke fills 
room as he picks up his prayer book and beads, then 
taps the bell. The ping of the bell rings clear and 
solemn, breaking the silence of the moment as if to alert 
the spirits of the dead. He breaks into a low, rhythmic 
chant, slowly reciting from the book. He does this for 
about a minute before ringing the bell once more as if to 
say, “ok, I’m done now, thank you mom and dad." 


He repeats this process again in the evening with a 
small cup of rice and a cup of sake. In fact, he repeats it 
just about every day, steadfastly deliberate and 
methodical in his movements. His precision honors the 
couple brought together many years ago who had given 
him life. He shows his gratitude to them, for bringing 
him into the world and making him who he is today. 
They are never out of sight, nor out of mind, and are 
always in the heart. 
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